THE   QUESTING   BEAST
I passed into the Upper Fourth at Eton, and the last
week at Rottingdean was a riotous one of happiness and
hope, tinged with a certain regret that I should not see my
friends again, for I and only one other were to go that
term to Eton; others were to go to Osborne, Charterhouse,
Harrow and wherenot. John Kipling was bound for
Wellington.
On a bright summer's day we left in the old horse-
drawn brake, and the only person I was glad to say good-
bye to was the headmaster.